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THE  SHEPHERD  LAD 


To  which  are  nfided., 


A  new  Song  to  an  old  Tune 
PRETTY  BILLY  A*NB- 


SMILING  NANCT. 


LOGIE  O'  BUCHAN. 


Printed  in  the  Year  1 7 


C  1  ,1 
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THE  SHEPHERD  LAD. 


a  S  1  gaed  down  the  water  fide, 
\  there  I  met  my  (liepherd  lad, 
e  row’d  me  fweetly  in  his  plaid, 
and  ca;d  me  his  dearie. 


CHORDS. 

Ca*  the  ewes  to  che  knows, 

Ca’  them  where  the  heather  grows, 
Ca’  them  where  the  burnie  rows* 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

II.  - 


■Will  ye  gang  down. Wwj *  ^ 

an  fee  the  waves  fo  fweetly  glide, 
Beneath  a  hazel  fpveading  wide, 
the  fun  it  Ihines  fu  clearly. 


2  * 


Ca*  &c. 


I  v  ac  bred  up  at  nae  fic  fchool, 

mv  ihepherd  lad  to  play  the  fool,  . 
And  a’  the  day  to  fit  in  dool, 

and  nae  body  to  fee  me.  «  ■■ 


oam  / 

If1*  >  C  3  3 

IV 

Te  ial  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet, 
caf-ieathef  flioon  upon  your  feet. 
And  in  ra*  arms  ye’fe  lie  and  deep, 
and  ye  fall  be  my  deary. 


ye’ll  but  {land  to  what  ye’ve  faidt  / 
l’fe  gang  wi’  you  my  fhepherd  lad, 
ad  you  may  row  me  in  your  plaid, 
and  I  fall  be  your  deary*  s 


Wi^e  water’s  wimple  to  the fea, 
v  :5  day  blinks  in  the  lift  fae  high, 
Til.  xay  cautd  death  fall  blin’  my  eve, 
ye  fall  be  my  deary. 


A  NEW  SONG,  TO  AN  OLD  TUNE. 


A  Short  time  ago, 

1  A  few  days  or  fo, 

Marat  went  to  vifit  the  Devil, 
And  if  you’ll  attend. 

You’ll  find  to  a  Friend .. 

014  JSfic/a  can  behave  very  civile 


/ 


0  4  3  < 

V,11-  . 

Quoth  the  Devil,  “  What  cheer  J 

‘‘What  the  deuce  brought  you  here  ?  . 

«  ifvjppofe  ’twas  fome  whimlical  magg 

«  Come,  fit  by  the  fire; 

«  Nav,  pritfyee  come  nigher, 

'  «  Here  Sirrah,  put  on  t’other  faggot. 

III. 

You’re  welcome  to  Hell ; 

“  I  hope  all  Friends  are  we^ 

u  my  favourite  Paris  Convention. 

a  How  does  good  Roberspiere  ? 

«  And  the  gallant  Barrere ?  _  . 

«  thofe  bold  Authors  of  Civic  Diffention, 

IV, 

<«  Let  us  drink  to  their  caufe 
.  «  Here’s  confufion  to  Laws  _ 

«  And  an  end  to  Religion  and  Reaion . 
Come  tofs  offypurjglafs. 

And  let  the  Toaft  pals— v  .  „ 

«  He  that  flinches  is  guilty  of  Treafen. 

V. 


Marat  then  replied, 

“  “^Give'MAR at'  and  the  their  dues— 
t :  'Fake  my  Jrord  for’t,  old  Lad* 

«  I  Ihall  make  thy  heart  glad, 

'  “  For  in  faith  I  have  brought 


«  'there’s  a  plot  to  be^uile 
That  obftinate  Ifle, 
if.  Great  Britain  $ 6  famous  in  uory  *, 
f<  There  are  engines  in  hand 
«  Which  {he  cannot  withffand, 

«  But  which  foon  will  extinguifh  her  Glory 

yit.  *  ; 

fi  While  oi^rAr  Jhe’s  heating, 

44  Conventions  are  meeting, 

-  «  rights  of  Man  Boys,  well  tutor’d  by  Pains, 
44  To  new-model  the  State, 

44  And  without  more  debate,  -  . 

To  blow  upPRiESTJLEv’s  GuripoWder  Trains 


44  If  they’ll  let  them  alone, 

44  They’ll  foon  do  for  the  Throne— 

44  While  the  Bilhbps,  the  Lords  and  the 
44  Shall  be  blownnp  together,  j Commons, 
44  The  Devil  knows  whither, 

“  Without  either  notice  or  fummons. 


IX. 


(i 


When  the  KinO  and  his  Son,  *  ' 

44  And  the  Parliament’s  gone, 

44 -  And  the  People  are  left  in  the  lurch, 
44  Things  will  take  a  new  {fcatuon-r— 

44  France  .fliall  govern  the  Nation, 

44  Aftd  you  jhallbe  head  of  the  Church, 


># 


[H 

-  x-  ' 

Marat  had  juft  ended,  ’ >  *. 

When  the  Imp  who  attended 
Great  Jourdan  coup-tete  u  flier*  d  m  ; 

Who  cried,  £C  You’re  miftaken, 

“  They’ve  all  fav’d  their  bacon,  • 

“  And  your  plot  is  not  now  worth  a  pm. 


m 


«  As  I  went  to  be  hang’d, 

“  I  heard  we  were  bang  d,  ^ 

«  And  that  Pitt  had  blown  up  the  Con- 
ci  Our  Confpiracy’s  hope  [vention  j 

ii  Will  have  plenty  of  rope,  / 

*«  But  no  fliare  of  Toft,  Profit,  or  Penfion. 


■  . 

«  The  Sans  Calotte  Peers 
(i  Are  afraid  of  their  ears, 

44  Anc^  our  orators  {brint*  at  tlic  notion  ? 

«  While  Jervis  and  Grey 

•«  With  our  Ifles  run  away,  .  _ 

<«  And  Howe  finks  our  Ships  m  tne  Ocean 

XII.  A 

;c  i 

With  this  Satan  was  {truck,  - 
And  cried,  “  *Tis  ill  luck-— -  x 

« .  But  you  for  ytiur  news  fliaU  be  thanked. 

Then  caihd  at  the  door  .  ^  ; 

P  v  Devils,  or  mote,  .  , ,  .  * 

And  lofled  the  d- - d  Rogoe  «n  »  blanket. 


r 


PRETTY  BILLY  &  SMILING  NANCY 


RETTY  Billy  met  his  (mil 


down  beneath  yon  fhady  grove 

Thefe  two  kiffeb  for  a  fancy,  * 
ail  their  talk  it  was  of  love. 

Cloie-in  his  arms  he  did  infold  her, 
kifs’d  his  love  and  thus  did  fay, 

O  how  can  I  live  without  you, 
this  poor  loving  lad  did  fay. 

Do  not  touch  me  nor  come  nigh  me, 
you  have  been  with  miftrefs  Kate  ; 

O  hark  you  love  and  I  will  tell  you, 
how  you’ve' have  ferved  her  of  late. 

Down  in  the  field  amongO:  the  rufhes, 
where  you  made  her  weep  and  cry ; 

Pox  upon  your  modifh  blufhes, 

young  tnen  can  Hatter,  feoff  and  lye. 

Pretty  Nancy  fit  down  by  me,  - 
and  I  will  prove , the  beft  of  men  j 

Pretty  Nancy  fit  down. by  me,  ' 
and  I‘ll  give  the  kiffes  ten. 

•  *  v  • f  1  ^ ,  ; *  .  ~ . 

Then  if  you  pleafe  my  charming  creature, 
upon  my  Bible  I  will  fwear, 

Once  I  had  my- learning  gained, 

,  I  will,  wed  with  you  my  dear. 


\*m 


£  *  t 


•••  ^ 

'  /  I 

i  .  ■  • 


LOG  I  I  O’  BUCHAN 

LOGIE  o’  Buchan  !,  o’^-Logici  the  Laird  ! 
yl  has  ta’en  awa’  Jamie  that  delv’d  in  the  yard, 
Who  play’d  on  the  pipe  wi’  the  viol  fae  fma’, 

they  ba’e  ta’en  awa’  Jamie  the  Slower  6’ them  a’. 

He  laid,  think  na  lang  laffie  tlioM  gang  awa’^  r  * 
he  laid,  think  na  lang  laffie  tho’  I  gangawa’. 

For  fiimmer  is  coming,  cald  winter’s  aw  a’ , 
and  I’il  come  and  lee  you  in  fpite  o’  them  a*. 

-  II. 

Sandy  has  oufsn,  has  gear,  and  has  kye, 
a  houfe  and  a  hadefen,  and  filler  forby  ; 

But  I’d  tak  my  am  lad  wi,  his  ftaff  ih  his  hand, 
befor^’d  hae  him  wi’  hfe  noules  and  land. 

l|^  He  laid,  think  na  lang  laffie,  Sc'c. 

v  '  III.  "V 

My  daddy  looks  fulky,  my  mammy  looks  four, 
they  look  down  upon  Jamie  becaufe  he  is  poor 
Tho’  I  lo’e  them  as  weel  as  a  daughter  fhould  do, 
vet  no  ha’f  fo  weel,  my  dear  Jamie  as  you.  V- 
He  faid,  think  na  lang  laffiej,  &c. 

;  — — ,  IV.  -  \  >  -  -r 

I  fit  on  my  creepie,  and  fpin  at  my  wheel, 

and  think  on  my  laddie  that  lo’ed  me  fae  weel. 
He  had  but  ae  fixpence,  he  brak  it  in  twa. 

and  he  gied  me  the  ha’f  o’t  or  he  gaed  awa*.  ^  J  ■ 

'  •  ,  '  •  ••  '  ,  -  .  ,  f  r 

Then  hafte  you  back  Jamie,  and  bide  not  aWay*, 
then  bafte  you  back  Jamie,  and  bide  not  awa’ 
For  ftunmer  i&xornmg,  cald  wint’s  awa’, 

and  ye’ll  come  and  lee  me  in  fpite  o’  theni  »V 

F  I  N  I  S. 


■ 


